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Like marching host with shining lance, 
The sunbeams on the water dance. 
The sky above is azure clean, 

The smooth sands spread a golden sheen. 
On days like this I like to walk 

Down where the foaming whitecaps talk, 
And many creatures of the sea 

Their happy secrets tell to me. 


The tall cliffs rise above the beach; 
Far out, the gray rock islands reach, 
And fairyland, it seems to me 

No lovelier than this could be. 


The graceful gulls walk on the shore, 
Or fly where dashing breakers roar; 
Sometimes they dip into the tide, 

Or on the smooth blue water ride. 

So free are they, I wish that I 

Might with them float and with them fly. 


ALONG THE SHORE 


Beyond the head where deep, cool swells 
Wash to my feet the pretty shells, 

I find the children grouped in bands 
And playing games upon the sands. 
Their laughter, floating on the breeze, | 
Perhaps is carried over seas, F 

A gust of mirthful, dreamy chime, 

To children of another clime, 

Who catch it from the wind, and then 

Just laugh it back this way again. 


It may be that their laughter sweet 

Is borne where calms the good ship meet, 
And fills the sails of waiting bark, 

To waft it home before the dark. 
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No matter where it halt or SWeep, ° 
I hear it ringing in my sleep, 
Such music as the angels might 


Hush all their songs to catch its flight. 


Far on the gray horizon's rim, 

A steamer, like a fountain dim 

Throws out a stream of misty gray, 
Moves slowly on, and drops away. 

The quick yacht leaves a melting track, 
Where smoothly lies the sea in black. 
The lively little motors run 

Across the path made by the sun. 
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I wonder where the people go, 

Upon the ocean, to and fro; 

Their passing leaves no mark for me 
To follow them across the sea. 


The green kelp on the tide rides by, 
In shallow edge the starfish lie, 
And many fishes strange to me, 

I notice living in the sea. 


I watch the bathers at their play, 

In quiet cove or drifting spray. 

They dive and swim with all the ease 
Of those who have their homes in seas. 
There is this difference, I note: 
However well we plunge or float, 

We love the sea when it is light 

But always leave when it comes night, 


_~ 


While each fish rests a sleepy head 
Upon the ocean's mighty bed. 

And when we swim, fish make no fuss 
But kindly leave the surf to us. 


I try to think what fishes say, 
When human beings act this way. 
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Perhaps two whales Say, when they meet: 
Let us go walking down Main street, 

Or take a ramble in their park, 

Just so we get back home by dark.” 

Then all the little fishes shout 

To think how we would dodge about, 

To give the sea folk space, like they 

Make room for bathers at their play. 


Such thoughts as these will come to me, 


When I go walking by the sea. 
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S Thou ht Garden 


Chapter | 


“Oh, Uncle Max, see that great big robin there by your hoe. I 
could hit him as easy as anything, I believe.” 

Uncle Max straightened up, and looked at the small boy with 
the wheelbarrow. 

“Why, Jamie Burton,” he said in a shocked tone, “I thought 
you belonged to the Audubon Society, that doesn’t hit birds.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t really hit it, you know,”’ Jamie declared, hastily 
dropping the pebble which he had picked up. “I was only thinking 
what an easy shot it would be and was going to shy this stone toward 
the robin.” 

“Only thinking! I don’t believe you know what a thought is.” 

“*Tt’s—it’s something in my head,” said Jamie. “‘It’s made out 
of brains, I guess.” 

“Yes, your head is the big box that holds the brain cells, which 
are the little boxes full of thoughts. But a thought itself is a thing 
like this seed.” 

““Not a seed, Uncle Max. Why, that’s a big white flower seed, 
and I never saw a thought.” 

““How about this pansy seed? You don’t call that big? And 
there are a great many seeds that you couldn’t see at all without a 
microscope; so their not being ‘seeable’ doesn’t prove that thoughts 
are not seeds. Besides, you see them after they have sprouted and 
grown—and feel and hear them, too, sometimes.” 

“And do people plant them just like other seeds, Uncle Max? 
What do they look like after they grow? I never planted any of 
them, did I>” 

“T think you were planting one just now when you spoke about 
hitting that robin. If I hadn’t helped you to pull it up quickly, be- 
fore it had time to take root, it might have grown into an action, in 
spite of your Audubon pledge. It isn’t safe to plant thought seed 
unless it is a very good variety.” 
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Jamie looked down at the gravel path sheepishly. “Have I 
planted any other kind of thought seed this morning,” he asked after 
a minute, “anything better than that >?” 

“Indeed you have,” replied Uncle Max heartily, tossing a loos- 
ened sod aside. “When you were lacing your shoes and the strings 
got tangled, you sowed some good patience seed and covered it all up 
snugly with smiles and good nature. The flowers that grow on those 
plants will make a beautiful corner in your thought garden.” 


Oh, Uncle Max, see that big robin there by your hoe. 


“Have I a whole garden of thoughts?” questioned Jamie, press- 
ing so closely to his uncle that a bit of earth flying from the spade hit 
him squarely on the nose. ““What else is growing in it?” 

“Well, there are some things that I should dig up, if I were you, 
before they crowd out some choice plants. You see how I am going 
for this chickweed? If I left it we shouldn’t have one sweet pea for 
your mamma’s birthday.” 

Jamie sat on a big stone very quietly for a while, thinking that 
enough had been said about the subject. “Uncle Max is a funny fel- 
low,” he said to himself. “He isn’t ‘preachy,’ like Uncle Morris, or 
cross, like Uncle Giles, but he makes me want to be a good boy more 
than either of them. He lets me have good times, too, and his pretty 
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cottage here in the suburbs has hardly a thing in it that a boy mustn’t 
touch. Then there are Fleet, the black horse, and Patsy, the spotted 
house dog, besides Tabby Gray’s family of roly-poly kittens tumbling 
about in the barn. Yes, it is lucky for me that I have a nice Uncle 
Max, since Papa’s business took him and Mamma to England so long 
before school was out; and it is also lucky that Mrs. Flynn, the house- 
keeper, likes little boys and says that they do not bother her except 
when they are naughty.” 

““Heigh-ho!”” exclaimed Uncle Max, just then. ‘““That’s a tough 
old customer.”” He was bearing all his weight upon the spade, prying 
at a burdock plant which showed several lusty green leaves, damp with 
the chill dew of spring. Pree a 

Jamie bent down and 14 
tugged at the coarse root beet 
until he was out of breath. 

““My, how it hangs 
he gasped. “And such a 
rough, homely thing, too, 
taking up the ground where 
we want our ’sturtiums. I 
haven’t any mean old weeds 


like that in my garden, have 


Tall Uncle Max leaned 
against an apple tree and 
pushed his cap back, looking 
down with kindly eyes upon 
the little boy’s upturned face. 

“Well,” he said, shak- 
ing his head seriously, ““when ee ic 
I saw you kicking Patsy yes- w/e! 
terday because she had run ey... 
off with your ball—” 

Jamie’s cheeks became “It is lucky for me that I have a nice 
suddenly red. Uncle Max.” 

“T get angry very easily,” he said, trying to laugh, “but I get 
right over it.” 

“T hope Patsy’s shins got right over it, too. But you see, I knew 
there was a burdock that needed attention.” 

Jamie came in front of Uncle Max and stood very straight, with 
his hands deep down in his pockets. 

“I'd like to dig it up, honestly, Uncle Max,” he said, so earnestly 
that his voice trembled a little. “It would please my mamma, you 
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know. I’d like to have a splendid thought garden to show her when 
she gets back. Won't you help me about it?” 

“Good speech, old man,” cried Uncle Max, slapping Jamie on 
the back quite as if they both were young men. “We'll go right at it, 
you and I. We'll root out all the thistles and the rag-weeds and the 
plantains and the briars, and sow things that are worth while. We'll 
have ‘the white flower of chivalry,’ and the ‘red rose of courage,’ and 
‘the sunflower of happiness—’ ” 

“And some ‘hollyhocks of fun,” won’t we, Uncle Max?” Jamie 
broke in eagerly. 

“Yes! It wouldn’t do to leave them out. And perhaps we'd 
better tuck in some forget-me-nots to take the place of the didn’t-think 
weed that we shall have to pull up.” 

“Yes, and something to help me keep track of my own clothes, 
and member where my clean collars are,”” added Jamie. 

*‘Bachelor’s-buttons of self-reliance,’ to be sure,” laughed Uncle 
Max. “I never saw a garden that was a garden that didn’t have some 
bachelor’s-buttons, did you? Only we'll be careful not to get too 
many, because I know a chap who’s having trouble with a certain 
kind of love pinks on account of somebody’s bachelor’s-button bed.” 

Jamie looked interested. 

“Love pinks must be nice flowers,” he said, his eyes shining. 
“We'll plant lots of those, won’t we?” 

““That’s what we will, old fellow. We'll have all sorts and 
colors; big fringed carnations for your lady mother and for one or two 
others; bunch pinks for all the people we know; and grass pinks for 
every living creature.” 

“That'll fill up the garden, won’t it>’’ queried Jamie, doubtfully. 

““The strange thing about that is, Jamie boy, that the more love 
you have growing, the more room there is for other nice plants, and 
the better they flourish. You simply can’t get too much love in a 
thought garden.” 

“‘Nor too many hollyhocks, either, I guess,” said Jamie. “I’m 
going to plant just bushels of them, so they'll keep growing, and when 
I’m a big man like you I'll have fun all the time.” 

“Big men’s fun is likely to be more like poppies, Jamie: “You 
grasp the flower; its bloom is shed.” The only way to have real fun 
all your life is to plant the right kind of thought seed when you're a 
boy. So we shall look after the hollyhocks, good and sharp. Now 
suppose you give Patsy a race for the house. I believe I heard the 
breakfast bell, and Mrs. Flynn might get nettles in her thought garden 
if we kept her waiting.” 


(To be continued) 
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““Say, come and tell me, little man, 
Are you a good American?” 

“No, sir! the truth cannot be hid; 
I’m just a small Amerikid. 


“But, if I do as I am bid, 
Like any good Amerikid, 
No doubt, when I become a man, 


I'll make a good American.” 
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It was daybreak away out in the middle of the Pacific ocean. 
The bright smiling sun had just pushed his head up over the horizon, 
and set all the little ripples to smiling. Far back there in the land 
of the free he had been greeting the many boys and girls who were 
tooting and snapping and booming their Fourth of July fun. And so 
now what was his surprise when he beamed a cheery good morning in 
at the window of a big ship here in the warm tropics, to see a little 
boy who jumped out of his berth and sang: 


Hurrah for the flag, our glorious flag [slipping on his suit] , 
With its stripes and white stars, to—o [pulling on his shoes] ; 

For there is no flag in any land [splashing his rosy face and brushing his hair], 
Like our own red—white—and—blue. 


Now would you expect to hear that song so many miles from the 
land? Well, you see, the glowing sun had brought the Fourth of 
July with him, and Paul was a good little patriot wherever he might 
be. He meant to show every one today what a true American he 
was, even though he was on a foreign ship and America was so very 
far away. So he stuck a tiny American flag in his buttonhole, and 
ran out onto the deck to catch a first glimpse of Samoa, the island 
which the ship had reached while he was asleep. 

Yes, there it was. Paul could see the sun shining on the white 
houses of the little town on the shore, and the high mountains rising 
behind it. Then he saw the dark-skinned natives pushing their canoes 
into the water, and paddling out toward the ship. 

“Can’t we go ashore?” he asked his mother, who had joined him. 

“Yes, right after breakfast,” she promised. 
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Presto! Breakfast over in a trice, the long ladder swung over the 
side of the ship, the dizzy climb down, the drop into the rocking 
canoe, the chattering of the natives, and then off for the shore. How 
clear the water was! Paul, looking far down, could see many strange 
fish swimming about, their bright colors flashing. 

The canoes landed with their several passengers at a little jetty, 
whence came flocking a bevy of smiling dark-skinned children to greet 
them. 

““Talofa,” they cried, which means: “My love to you.” They 
took the hands of the visitors and walked with them a little way. 

The stars and stripes still fluttered in our young American’s but- 
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Paul caught his first sight of Samoa. 


tonhole. He wished that he could really show his patriotism somehow. 
What a strange Fourth of July this was—so many new sights. Paul 
was interested in them all. 

Why were those brown, tattooed warriors guarding that house, 
inquired some of the members of Paul’s party. The king of Samoa 
was within, they were told. The king of Samoa! One doesn’t see a 
king every day. Couldn’t they see him? Yes, in a moment. And 
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then he stood in the doorway, this native king of Samoa, clad simply 
in a white robe. 

The king greeted his visitors with a smile, and put out his hand 
to welcome them. The others returned the courtesy, but Paul stood 
stiffly by without a greeting. 

“Why, Son, take off your hat,”’ said his mother, surprised at her 
usually polite little boy. 

Paul drew himself up proudly. “I’m an American,” he declared; 
“T won't take off my hat to any king.” 

“But, my boy, you should take off your hat to the king, not so 
much because he is a king, but because you are a gentleman. A true 
American is a gentleman no matter where he is,” his mother explained. 

A true American—a gentleman. Paul had not thought about 
the case in just that way before. He took off his hat, but the eyes 
with which he regarded the king did not look friendly. 

Then the king spoke. He told his callers about the troubled times 
which his people were having. 

“T pray every day that God will help me to look after my coun- 
try well, and bring peace to Samoa,” he- said, and Paul saw tears in 
his eyes. 

Then he noticed that though the king’s skin was dark, his face 
was good and wise and kind. All at once Paul knew that the king 
loved his country as much as he himself loved his America. And when 
he said good-by, Paul shook the king’s hand. 

“Mother,” he said, as they walked away, “I took off my hat to 
the king because I was a gentleman, but I shook hands with him be- 
cause he was a gentleman.” 


All through the night I have 
sweet rest; 

All through the day my life is 
blest. 

To all my prayers the Lord 
gives heed, 

His bounty meets my every 
need. 


TABLE 
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W: FOULKS 
A BAG AND AN APRON FOR THE GARDEN 


I wonder how many Wees have a flower garden or a vegetable 
garden. I wonder how many keep the weeds out, so that the little 
plants have room to breathe and to get their food and water from 
Mother Earth. Did you ever realize that your mind is a garden and 
that in this garden you can grow beautiful flower thoughts or ugly 
weed thoughts, just as you choose? ‘The more ugly and unhappy 
thoughts you plant in your mind garden, the less room there will be for 
the beautiful happy ones. So keep the garden of your mind well 
weeded, and see how it will pay in happy feelings and in joyful looks. 

As this is a month of gardening, we have selected for our needle- 
work lesson a little garden apron (see diagram |) and a bag to match. 
On hot days you can just slip this little apron over your head, and 
with your bloomers on you will be all ready to work in your garden. 
In the little bag you can carry your handkerchief, a paper and pencil 
to make some drawings of the plants, or a book to read, or some needle- 
work. Then, when you have worked awhile among the plants, you 
can sit in the shade and rest and read and do bits of other kinds of work. 

The material for the apron and the bag should be something that 
will wash, of course, so perhaps a heavy piece of unbleached muslin 
will be best. To tell how much material you will need, measure from 
the bottom of the hem of your dress in front, right over the shoulders 
to the bottom of the hem in the back. There will be enough goods left 
on the side, after the apron is cut, to make the bag. 

First we shall cut the pattern for the apron. Take a piece of 
newspaper and lay it against you. With a pencil mark the neck as 
low as you want it; then, across the shoulders to the arm; then, straight 
down by the arms and on to the bottom of the skirt. Double this paper 
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over and cut out like diagram 2. Hold it up to you, in front of the 
mirror, and see how it fits. If it does not look just right, cut another, 
and even another, until you get one that fits nicely. Double your 
cloth crosswise, and lay the pattern so that the shoulders will be on the 
double fold; then you will not have to make a seam on the shoulders. 
(See diagram |.) Pin the pattern at one side of the cloth, and there 
will be enough left on the other side for the bag; cut out all around 
evenly. The apron may be bound all around with a bright colored 
bias binding. Baste it first. If you have not yet 
learned to use the sewing machine, Mother will 
stitch it for you. Or, if you prefer, you can 
baste a narrow hem all around, including the 
neck, and fasten it with the running stitch—a 
long stitch on top so that the pretty color will 
show, and a short stitch underneath. This is to 
be done with the full six threads of the em- 
broidery floss. After this is finished we shall 
make the pockets, which are to be big butterflies 
like those which we see flitting about over our 
flower beds. Diagraml 
Diagram 3 is to be traced on a piece of 
paper; then from this pattern we shall trace it on two pieces of cloth, 
all except the head and the eyes and the feelers. We shall embroider 
these two butterflies with bright colored floss, making the body first 
in the over-and-over or satin stitch, using three threads of brown floss. 
Be sure to make all stitches close together. With floss 
of the same color, buttonhole all around the outside, 
taking the stitches from one line to the other. Then with 
the satin stitch make the dots, one on each side of yellow, 
another of bright blue, another of red, another of purple, 
or any other colors that you like. Make the little lines 
in the outline stitch, of black floss. When the work is 
finished cut out all around the buttonholed edge. Be 
sure that you do not clip any of the embroidery cotton 
as you cut the cloth. Now baste the pockets in place, 
just where your hands slip into them easily. With two 
Diagram2 threads of embroidery cotton, whip very closely to- 
gether, in the cloth and the edge of the buttonholing. 
Begin at the very topmost part of the wing where there is a little cross, 
and work all around the bottom of the wings, to the same place on the 
other side. Then lay your pattern right over the pocket, and trace 
the head and the feelers and the eyes on the cloth of the apron, and 
work these. Make the head and the feelers like the body, brown; 
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make the eyes black. When we shall have made four little strings, 
hemmed them all around, and tacked them at the waist line, the apron 
will be finished. Then we shall make the bag to match. 

First comes the pattern, of course. Double a piece of paper and 
see how nearly you can cut it like diagram 4, any size you want to 
make it. When it is spread out 
it should look something like dia- 
gram 5. Now double the cloth 
and lay the top of the handle, 
marked with an X, on the double 
fold. Then on one or both sides, 
and right in the middle of the bag, 
trace your butterfly, and em- 
broider as you did on the apron 
pockets. Now cut the cloth out 
just around the handle, from | 
to 2 on diagram 5, and either 
make a tiny hem or bind to match the apron. Now lay the bag to- 
gether to look like diagram 5, watching to see that the lines on each 
side are together; then baste around the bottom on the line from 2 to 2. 
Buttonhole all around this line, making the stitches about as wide as 
you did around the butterfly wings. Take these stitches very close 
together; remember the old adage: — 
“Whatever is worth doing at all 
is worth doing well.”” Now you 
can trim the cloth off close to the 
buttonholing, and the bag is fin- 
ished. 

Perhaps you are going to 
the country or to the seashore; if 
you plan such a trip you will find 
these pretty things useful for the 
morning play. Wherever and 

Diagram 4 whenever they are used there will 
e some happy times, for there 

will be a garden of happy thoughts in the mind of the one who is using 
them, and all will be joy and sunshine, even on rainy days. Remem- 


ber, it is most important to let the soul sunshine out on days that are 
dark and rainy. 


Diagram 


Diagram 9 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


Dear Secretary—I have been reading Wee Wisdom about two years and 
I enjoy it. My mother reads it also and she thinks it is the best magazine in 
the world for children. I love to read the Wee’s letters. This is my first term 
in high school and some of my lessons are very difficult—Elnora Sears. 

Dear Editor of Wee Wisdom—I have just received your January issue, 
and was glad to get it. I love Wee Wisdom from cover to cover. I made 
the rose which was described in Busy Sunbeams, and put it on a doll’s bonnet. 
—Eleanor R. Ross. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom from cover to cover. The Prayer of 
Faith has helped me very much. When I finish reading my Wee Wisdom I give 
it to my friends—Erma Macedo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so happy that my mother had you sent to me. 
I love to read The Prayer of Faith. It is so helpful.— Evelyn Sue Scoli. 

Dearest Wees—In my mind I have organized a little club. My body is 
the members. My motto is: ‘Do for others.” I am striving to keep this motto. 
Wee Wisdom has taught me to have faith in God.—Billie Louisa Wylde. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom has helped me so much. I feel that 
when I grow older I shall help children in India to find God by reading or 
ae them how to read the sweet little magazine, Wee Wisdom.—Gladys 

osser. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I do not know which part of you I like best. I like 
the poems very much. One day a little girl asked me for my Wee Wisdom and 
I gave it to her.—Peggy Chandler. 

Dear W ee Wisdom—I like all your stories, especially the Bible lessons and 
the story, ““The Fairies of Unity Forest.” I say my faith prayers and they 
keep me at work in school. I am saving my Wee Wisdoms to send to my 
cousins in Ohio.—John C. Morton, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the Wees very much. I like The Prayer of 
Faith the best of all. I like “My Ship,”’ too.—Georganna Hubbell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom every month. I 
like the stories that are continued.—Edna Leo. 

Dear Wees—I am glad to take Wee Wisdom. Best of all I liked the 
poem called, ““New Year in Animal Land.”—Russell Wilson. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I received you as a present. I didn’t know about 
you before. You have good stories and I am thankful for the Bible lesssons, 
as I am located so that I can’t go to Sunday school. My mamma and | have 
Sunday school lessons at home.—Mary Elizabeth Berry. 


Dear Wees—I am very fond of Wee Wisdom. I say The Prayer of 
Faith and find it helps me very much. I have taken you for three years, and | 
know you are the most helpful magazine on the stand. My sister enjoys corre- 
sponding with the other Wees.—Ethel Jane Neely. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think Wee Wisdom is a wonderful magazine. I 


have taken it for a year. I like all of the stories—Evelyn Dolph. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yY ou don’t know how much I enjoy you. You tell 
such wonderful stories. You are the best little magazine I ever read.—Bernice 
Hadeler. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very glad my grandfather gave this magazine 
tome. The Prayer of Faith has helped me very much at school and at home. I 
love the stories and the verses. Every day in every way I love Wee Wisdom 
better and better.—Wéilma Lee Heer. 

Dear W ees—Y ou do not know how much I appreciate Wee Wisdom. I 
love all the stories and the poems. I recently learned that three girls in my class 
take Wee Wisdom, and we are going to form a Booster club. Wee Wisdom has 
helped me a great deal in my school work and has enabled me to pass my tests. 
—Elizabeth Cheney. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have two girl friends whom I have interested 
in Wee Wisdom. I have three regrets: First, that Wee Wisdom is not published 
weekly; second, that every boy and girl in the United States is not a Wee and 
a Booster; third, that all the people in this great wide world of God’s do not 
know how wonderful God is and how wonderful is Wee Wisdom.—Marie Ford. 


Dear Unity friends—Thanks for the nice Wee Wisdom book. We had 
a very cold snowstorm. I like the Bible Lessons and “The Fairies of Unity 
Forest.”” I also like ““Bunny Hop’s Christmas Party,’’ and the yarn doll. Wee 
Wisdom is nice all the way through.—Mildred Prabert. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt gave me Wee Wisdom as a Christmas gift 
in 1922. I liked it so much that I couldn’t be without it, so I had her give 
it to me again. My sister makes me read the whole book to her and [| enjoy it 
myself. I lend copies of Wee Wisdom to my friends and they like it——Hannah 
Soderquist. 

Dear Secretary—I was given Wee Wisdom by my aunt and I have found 
it a great help in my school work.—William B. Nippert. 


| 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI took my book to school. The teacher read to the 
class and they enjoyed it very much. The book is as precious as a piece of gold. 
—Helen Simmons. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have enjoyed reading you very much. I say the 
Table Blessing and The Prayer of Faith. My big sister and I have lots of 
fun out of the puzzle page-—Una Jean Minto. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like your poems and your stories very much. The 
Prayer of Faith has helped me in my school work and I want to thank you for it. 
I wish to give my love to all the Wees.—Ruth Gorbell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am reading Wee Wisdom and enjoying it very much, 
I like the pictures and the poems. I am helped in my school work.—Louisa 
Pauline Bauman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like The Prayer 
of Faith and the Home Tots and the poems in the front of the book. I like the 
Bible lessons and the “Fairies of Unity Forest.”” I wish to help to build up 
Wee Wisdom.—Hazelton Ellsworth, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI received you as a birthday gift from my mother. 
I like The Prayer of Faith and the Bible lessons best of all.—CGenevieve Cole. 

Dear W ee Wisdom—I am very glad to get you. You help me very much 
in school, for I always get my lessons done when I[ think of you.—Lois Cornell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I like best Home Tots 
and Blanche’s Corner.—Doris Downs. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Winifred Driscoll; Louise Raymond; Grace Bird; Katherine J. Hennessy ; 
A. Evelyn McWilliams; June W. Wendell; Joyce Evelyn Townsend; Lois 
Walters; Floring Hopkins; Geoffrey Halloway ; Helen Lafferty; Helen Johnson; 
Edna Johnson; Magnolia Speed; Murtice Philp; Ethel Robertson; Lathon Sipes; 
Alfred Lee Wilderson; Ellen Wuthrich; Nancy Wheeler; Elizabeth Wesen; 
Edith A. Wesen; Bettie Johnson; Victor Marshall; Madelyn Lucile Bruen; 
Virginia Berry; Elbert Ryerson; Margarette Hoveland; Gladys Gary; Mary 
Jane Hughes; Ruth Soldan; Mary Smith. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


J. W. Donovan, Frankford, Mo.; J. S. Bradley, Frankford, Mo.; J. C. 
Ellwood, Frankford, Mo.; D. A. Tapley, Frankford, Mo.; Thelma Wynder, 
2444 Master st., Philadelphia, Pa.; Magnolia E. Speed, 1123 Phenie ave., 
Texarkana, Tex.; Leon Rawlins, Berryville, Ark.; Elmo Higgins, 342 Spencer, 
San Jose, Calif.; Edna Arlyne Kraisinger (13 years), box 48, Timken, Kan.; 
Ruth E. Soldan, Winegars, Mich. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Dinah Hartwell: health, and prayers for father’s safety; Murtice E. 
Philp: health, control of temper, ability in studies; Lathon Sipes: health and 
school work; Alfred Lee Wilderson: health and school work; Leon Rawlins: 
school work and music; Albert L. Brunner: health; Virginia Berry: control 
of temper, health for mother; Melba Roat: health, strength, restoration of sight 
and hearing; Perdita Mae Blackshear: better disposition, success in school work, 
that she may go away for the summer; Rosa Mae Belle: to go to a school for 
the blind and to subdue temper; Evelyn R.: success in school work and that she 
may become a musician; Dorothy H.: success in school work and in playing 


violin. 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and good 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give each 
reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or a story published. If 
you send us another contribution very soon after your first has appeared, please 
understand that we do not use it because we wish to let others have a place on 
the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 

THE Epiror. 


THE AMERICAN FLAG 


VALWORTH RICE PLUMB 
Rupert, Idaho 


Thirteen stripes and forty-eight stars 

We have the honor of calling ours; 

Let other flags be as pretty as they may, 
There’s one that beats—that’s the U. S. A. 


THE FAIRY BEADS 


RuTH BuRK 
Battle Creek, Mich. 


Once upon a time a girl sat under a tree, weeping. 

A fairy said: “Why do you weep, dear child?” 

“*Are you a fairy >” asked the child. 

“Yes,” replied the fairy. 

The child said: “I have lost my pearl beads.” 

these your beads?” asked the fairy. 

““No, my beads are not so pretty as those,”’ said the child. 

The fairy said: “I see you are a truthful child. Take them; I 
give them to you.” 

“Oh, thank you, dear fairy!”’ said the child. 

““Good-by,” said the fairy, and she was out of sight. 


_ 


_ 
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SUMMER'S QUEEN 
EVELYN SCHWEIGER 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


High on a hilltop gold and green 
Rises the throne of the summer’s queen. 
Here she sits with her fairies bright, 
Weaving her spell of health and light. 


LOVE CONQUERS 


FANNIE E. SCRETCHINGS (10 years) 
New Orleans, La. 


Marion Lee’s parents moved into a neighborhood of very naughty 
children. Marion was lonely because she could not play with the 
other girls and boys. 

One day as she was going to the store, she passed a large group 
of children, who began teasing her. At first Marion started to cry, but 
just then she remembered The Prayer of Faith. She smiled at the 
children bravely. They hung their heads in shame and she passed on. 
When Marion came back, one little girl gave her some flowers and 
others asked her to come and play. Marion ran home and told her 
mother all about it. She said: ““They are God’s children, and I want 
to play with them.”” She went back to the children and carried a copy 
of Wee Wisdom with her, which she read to them. They were de- 
lighted with the stories and pictures and Marion taught them The 
Prayer of Faith. The parents, seeing how much better the children 
had become, made a playground for them. Now Marion and her 
little friends are very happy. 


IN THE MORNING 
CLARENCE EDWARD KELLAR (8 years) 
Santa Ana, Calif. 


In the morning, when I awake, 

I hear the birds and see the pretty flowers; 
Then I like the morning best. 

But after the day’s long hours, 

And the sun sinks in the west, 

I am tired and glad it’s evening, 

For I like the evening best. 
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OUR FLAG 
HELEN ANITA HUELTER (9 years) 


San Francisco, Calif. 


Our flag is red and white and blue; 

Its bright colors make it look rich and new. 
As it is waving in the sky, 

It makes me feel so good, 


Oh my! Oh my! 


A LILY POND QUEEN 


ALMA CROSIER (12 years) 
Salida, Colo. 


Lily Pond Queen was on her white throne. A green carpet was 
under her feet and the yellow reeds were making curtains and arches 
for her and her realm. 

Mr. Frog thought that he would like some fun, so he jumped 
upon the green carpet and sat beside the velvet throne. Lily Queen was 
so frightened that she dropped her sparkling wand. Down, down to 
the bottom of the pond went the wand. Now all the realm was 
withering. The lily queen was crying and every tear that fell to the 
water became a little diver. Down into the clear depths they went, 
bringing the wand up to their beloved queen. 

As soon as the wand was in the queen’s hand the lily maidens 
came back to life. Each of the little divers chose one for his wife. 


Then they all served their beautiful Lily Pond Queen. 


A HAPPY WORLD 
LEONORA LOUISE Eves (13 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Why should we not be happy, 
Like the little birds that sing? 

For ‘twas the dear God who made us, 
And he made everything. 


Like the lovely flowers that open 
Expressing love divine, 

We'll let his wondrous goodness 
From out our own lives shine. 


ORIAN lived in the Sierra Nevada mountains, far 
from city or town. She had no little brother or little 
sister to play with and was often very lonely. Her 
only friends were the farm animals: Beauty, the 
Jersey cow; Prince, the sleek chestnut horse; and 

Nip, the shepherd dog. 

As the eum animals had work to do, they could not be real play- 
mates for Dorian. Beauty supplied pure, rich milk; Prince pulled the 
plow or the big hay wagon, and Nip was kept busy guarding the flock 
of chickens from animals of prey. Dorian often thought how good it 
would be to have a playmate—one that she could have for her very 
own. 

One day, while gathering acorns under the great oak tree near the 
barn, Dorian found two small horned toads among the dead leaves. 


Dorian taught Jack and Jim to pull her tiny wagon. 


They were brown and horny, with snappy black eyes, and scarcely 
larger than a silver dollar. 

““O—oh, what lovely, lovely playmates!” Dorian exclaimed, 
joyfully clapping her hands; “playmates for my very own!” 
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Picking up the tiny creatures she carefully carried them to the 
ranch garden. She named them Jack and Jim, but they were so nearly 
alike that she could not tell them apart. It was not long before they 
were quite tame and would sit perfectly still while Dorian rubbed 
their heads, their black eyes blinking contentedly. 

Dorian made a little wagon out of a pasteboard box, with spools 
for wheels, and trained Jack and Jim to pull it. They caught flies and 
insects in the garden and rapidly grew into large horned toads. They 
were the most interesting playmates Dorian could have wished for, and 
i now she was never lonely. 


| ' THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Lessons Young Students 


OUR PERFECT BROTHER; THE PHYSICIAN 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


There was much sickness among the people of the land where 
our Perfect Brother had his home. 

God’s law of health had been given to the people of that land, 
but they had hurt themselves in trying to break the law. God’s law 
of health is very simple: When we let God be the life of our lives, we 
keep the law, and have health. 

Our Perfect Brother healed every sick person who asked him for 
health. He healed every one who was brought to him for healing. 
By merely speaking the word of health he healed the sick ones whom 
he did not see. 

He has told us that we also shall do such healing work as he did. 
He said that we could do this work by “keeping” his words. By 
this he meant that our minds must be full of God and that our words 
must be words of life and health. 

He was so filled with the health of God that wherever he went 
he carried health, as a rose carries perfume. If a sick person but 
touched his clothing, the sickness was no more. He was the Physician 
who never failed, who could answer calls without going to the house 
where the sick person lay. Whether he were near or far, at his word 
the pain ceased, the fever departed, and the one who had suffered 
became free in health. 

There is no picture more dear to me than that in which I see him 
giving peace of body for the suffering which had lasted for years: 
Blind eyes made to see the kind earth and the lovely sky; deaf ears 
opened to the song of bird and the whisper of wind in the cedars; 
crooked, weak limbs made straight and sure; the flesh made clean 
after years of leprosy; insanity driven out and calmness of mind and 
spirit restored to the ones who had been in mental disorder. 

I have thought of him in his tenderness for the little ones, and a 
vision of his healing love has come to me. 

There is a humble home in Bethany, and little Persis, beloved of 
the household, lies listless in her mother’s arms, unheeding the coaxing 
words of love that would win a smile or even a look. The doctor has 
tried his formulas; but little Persis gives no sign. The doctor leaves, 
and despair clutches at all hearts. Then the father says to young 
David: 


““Go, find the prophet of whose works we hear so much praise. 
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Go search him out, my son, and tell him that little Persis, thy sister, 
is sick unto death. Run, run, my David, and pray the prophet in the 
name of the God of Israel, to hasten to our home and save our little 
one. 

And David runs; runs as he has never run in boyish test of 
skill, for Persis, his little sister, is in danger. 

“Tt is said that the prophet is ever loving to little ones,” he thinks; 
“it must be that he will come and heal Persis.”’ 

“*Tell me where to find the prophet,” he cries to those along his 
way. Because of his haste and his anxious look, they know that his 
need must be great, and all call out instructions as he runs. 

Wonderful stories had David heard of the prophet, and before 
Persis was ill he had thought that he might tremble to stand in the 
presence of one so great. But when he came to where Jesus was 
teaching a company of people, when he looked upon his face and heard 
his voice, there was no fear in David's heart. Swiftly he pushed 
through the crowd, and running to the side of Jesus, caught him by the 
hand, and said: 

“O Man of God, my little sister is very sick. Come quickly with 
me; come and heal her.”” While he spoke, all fear for Persis left the 
heart of David. 

Smiling upon him, Jesus said: “David, thy little sister is this instant 
healed. But I will go with thee, to keep thee company and to come 
into the home of little Persis.” 

Together they went through the deepening twilight, the little 
boy and the Son of God, talking as friend to friend. When they 
came to David’s home, they found Persis laughing in her father’s arms, 
while the mother with a smiling face was engaged in household duties. 
The father and the mother would have knelt to Jesus, but he restrained 
them, saying: 

““Kneel not to me. Our Father heals; the power he gives to me 
he gives to you and to all. Those who make their hearts His home 
know his life of eternal health, and nothing shall cause them suffering.” 


‘ome, join our jolly race, boys, 
And do the best that you can do; 
Keep running for the goal, boys, 
Though you should lose a hat or shoe. 


€4 
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Lesson 2, JULy 13, 1924. 
THE BOYHOOD OF JESUS.—Luke 2:40-52. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Jesus advanced in wisdom and siature, and in favor 
wilh God and men.—Luke 2:52. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jesus was so filled with the divine Spirit, even when he was but a little 
boy, that others could learn much from him about God. And so it is with 
all children who really know that God is their Father and that they can 
show forth the ways of God in all their ways: They teach others that God 
lives in all his children. 

Jesus’ telling his mother that he must be in his Father’s house teaches 
us that the biggest thought in our hearts should be to do the work that 
the Father has for us to do. 

Jesus meant not only that the temple was his Father’s house; every 
place in which we find ourselves can be to us the house of God. Our 
homes should be so filled with love and gentleness and kindness that the 
persons who visit us should feel God’s presence in them. When we are 
in school, we should know that the intelligence which is God is in each room 
and in each person, which makes the school a house of God. The play- 
ground is also a part of God’s house, for all the joy that we find there 
comes from him. 

The best way to show forth God is in our daily lives. We do this by 
playing and working and studying in a way that shows that we are doing 
God’s work. 

When we become filled with the desire to do only that which is good, 


_ that which we are proud to do in the house of the Lord, we have opened 


ourselves so that we grow in wisdom and in favor with God and with 
men, as the boy Jesus grew. 

When we learn that God dwells in every place in which we find our- 
selves, we try to act more as he would have us act in his holy house. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Can little children teach others about God ? 
Where is the house of God? 
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How do we show God to others? 
What helps us to grow in favor with God and men? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will live always in the house of my Father, 
and will do only his work. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The presence of God is in every place 
Where I study or work or play; 

Forever I dwell in the house of the Lord, 
And I worship him night and day. 


Lesson 3, JULY 20, 1924. 
THE BAPTISM OF JESUS.—Mark 1:1-11. 


GoLDEN TEXT—T hou art my beloved Son, in thee 1 am well pleased. 
—Mark 1:11. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The story of John the Baptist gives us a wonderful lesson: how to 
make our hearts ready for the Christ spirit to come into our lives. 

The first thing that we need to do when we seek God is to repent, 
which means to turn about, in our thinking. We must turn our thoughts 
from the things about us to the higher things within. John the Baptist stands 
for the thought in us which calls to us to make this change in our thinking. 

The next step that we take after we are called to change our ways 
of thinking, is to cleanse our minds of error thought. Baptism is the way 
by which we purify our minds and our lives. 

John the Baptist thought that it was very strange that Jesus should 
ask to be baptized by him. But Jesus knew that his mind needed to be 
purified and cleansed of every earthly thought. He also knew that by his 
example he could lead others to see the need of cleansing their hearts by 
letting the power of the Holy Spirit flow in. The baptism of water which 
John gave is the outward sign which stands for the inner cleansing. 

As we open our minds to be cleansed, the Holy Spirit comes and rests 
upon us. We may not see it with our eyes, but a new brightness is felt in 
our lives. The opening of the heavens means to us the opening of our 
minds to higher thoughts. 

As we cleanse our minds of everything that might hide the Christ 
Spirit, our words and our acts show us to be children of God, and his voice 
says to each of us that we are his beloved children and that he is much 
pleased with the things that we do. The greatest thing that can happen to 
us is to know that God is pleased with us. 


‘ 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What lesson does the story of John the Baptist teach us? 
What is the first thing we do when we seek God? 
What purifies and cleanses our minds and our lives? 
What is the greatest thing that can happen to us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ now cleanse my mind from all wrong thinking. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The Spirit shall baptize me, 
To cleanse me through and through; 
And then the Father’s voice shall say 
He’s pleased with all I do. 


Lesson 4, JULY 27, 1924. 
THE TEMPTATION OF JESUS.—Matt. 4:1-11. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/n that he himself hath suffered being tempted, he 
is able to succor them that are tempted.—Heb. 2:18. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The temptations which came to Jesus stand for some of the ways in 
which we are tempted, and he teaches us how we should meet temptations. 
What we call temptations and trials come, not to make things hard for 
us, but to give us strength and to teach us 
how much we have grown. We have 
tests or examinations in school as a means 
of finding out how well we have learned 
our lessons, before we go on to greater 
work. 

We must remember first that the 
Tempter which is sometimes called the 
devil, is not a person. The Tempter in us 
is formed of the error thoughts that we 
have had, that try to keep their hold 
upon us. 

One of the first temptations that may 
come to us is that which has to do with 
things of the flesh. By this we mean 
harmful pride in our clothing or in our homes, or too much attention given 
to food, or eating things which are not good for us. Because Jesus was 
hungry, the Tempter thought that food would lead him to do wrong. The 
word of God is the only perfect food, because by right thoughts and words 
we feed and build our bodies. 
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Another temptation that comes to us is to try to use for selfish purposes 
the powers that God gives us. Jesus knew that the wonderful works that 
God did through him were to be done for others, and he did not think of 
self when he did them. 

Another great temptation is to let our pride lead us into forgetting about 
God; to think more of riches and worldly power than we think of the 
Father. We should worship only the one God, and we should not let our 
love for anything come before our love of God. 

All these trials strengthen us and show us how much we are letting 
the Spirit of God work through us. They fit us to do the works that a child 
of God should do. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Is the Tempter a person? 

Why do trials come to us? 

Name some of the temptations that come to us. 
Should we let anything come before our love of God? 


Lesson THoucHT—1 vill serve only God and he will deliver me 
from all evil. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I will be brave when trials come, 
With courage I will meet each test; 

I know the Lord will guide my way 
And lead me ever for the best. 


Lesson 5, Aucust 3, 1924. 
THE FIRST DISCIPLES OF JESUS.—John 1 :35-46. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Jesus saith unto him, Follow me.—John | :43. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The way in which Jesus called his first disciples is a lesson to us in 
knowing what we should look for in the people with whom we work or 
play. When Jesus began to pick the men who were to be close to him and 
to help him carry on the work of the Father, he did not look upon men as 
the world might look upon them. Jesus looked into the hearts of men, which 
is the true way to judge all persons. 

Peter and James and John and Andrew were not rich in money or 
in lands; they were of what is sometimes called the common people. But 
Jesus called them because they were men who were willing to listen to the 
things of God, men who could be trained to do the work of God. The 
Christ Spirit in us is always calling to the thoughts that are willing to be 
led to higher things. 
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The men whom Jesus called did not delay, they did not try to make 
excuses; they had been looking a long time for the Savior that God had 
promised to send to the Jewish people. When they saw him they were glad 
to leave behind them all other things and they were ready to follow Him. 
The thoughts in us which are willing to give more attention to the things of 
God than to worldly things are always the first thoughts that the Christ 
Spirit gathers together in us. Because they have been waiting and watching 
for the coming of the Lord, they are ready to hear his voice and to leave 
all and to follow him. 

Matthew was a rich man, yet his riches did not mean so much to him 
as the call of Jesus meant. We can be rich in worldly goods and at the 
same time can listen for the call of Spirit in us. Our willingness to follow 
Christ means more than our riches. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
For what should we look in the people about us? 
Why did Jesus call Peter and John and James and Andrew? 
What thoughts in us does the Christ Spirit call together? 
What should be greater to us than worldly wealth? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will keep my thoughts ready to hear the call of 
the Savior. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I'll call together lofty thoughts, 
And try my mind to fill 
With those that bring my highest good 
And help me do God's will. 


Dear Wees: 

It has been some time since I have told you anything about 
Wee Wisdom. 

There are now more than 42,000 subscribers to our magazine. 
This will be good news for all of you, for you enjoy Wee Wis- 
dom so much that you will be glad to know that so many others are 
reading the same stories and the same poems; working out the 
same puzzles; studying the same Sunday school lessons, and using 
The Prayer of Faith every day. It will make you feel that you are 
surrounded by friends who are interested in the very things that most 
interest you. 
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Some day you will be men and women, going into different parts 
of the world, and you are going to meet some of these boys and these 
girls who are now reading Wee Wisdom. They will be men and 
women, going about on the work that they have chosen, and you will 
become acquainted in unexpected ways. I can fancy two successful 
business men meeting for the first time on a railway train. ‘They sit 
at the same table in a dining car, waiting to be served. One leans back 
in his chair, looks out of the window, and begins to hum a sweet old 
tune. The other man asks: 

““What words do you sing to that tune?” 

The first man smiles. 

““Some words that I learned when I was a boy.” 

“T also learned some words to that tune, when I was a boy.” 

A quick smile flashes between them, and they repeat together: 

God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 


God walks beside me, guides my way, 
Through every moment of the day. 


One of the men says that he became a Booster when he was 
ten years of age; the other tells how his mother wrote the Booster 
Club, enrolling him when he was five. The two men here begin a 
friendship that never ceases. 

Two young women meet for the first time. One has just had 
published a book that interests thousands of people; the other is the 
manager of a large business that handles needlework designs and 
products. Each young woman learns that the other was a Booster. 
The business woman asks the author: 

“Ts this wonderful book the first of your work to be published >” 

“Oh, no; the first work that I had published was a story in Wee 
Wisdom’s Young Authors department, fifteen years ago.” 

“And I first became interested in needlework through Busy Sun- 
beams, in Wee Wisdom,” says the business woman. 

Wees, if I should tell you all the stories that I could build about 
your coming friendships through Wee Wisdom, I should have all 
the world learning to know and to love one another. And such stories 
would be the most reasonable ones possible for me or for another to 
build, for the work of Wee Wisdom is to draw us together and to 
give us the understanding that makes us love every one. Do you agree 


with me? 
With love, 


Zhe Editor 


| 
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CORNER 


‘BIGE GOES TO A PICNIC 


On the Fourth of July the family got up “soon in the morning,” 
which was Grandfather’s way of saying that they got up early. By 
8 o'clock breakfast was over and Mother was busy packing lunch 
baskets. Out in the driveway stood the car, all clean and shiny. 

Bige sat in the doorway watching the preparations, until Father 
accidentally stepped on his stub of a tail. Then he went over to 
David, who was standing in front of the glass, most carefully smoothing 
back his damp hair. Looking up inquiringly into his master’s face, Bige 
gave a sharp bark. 

“You are wondering what it is all about, are you, Old Boy? 
Well, we are going to the picnic at the town square today. There 
will be a carnival and races and a ball game, with a fireworks display 
at night. If I thought you would stay close to me and not get lost in 
the crowd, I'd take you with me.” 

“Better leave him home. He will be a nuisance,” said Father. 

Perhaps Bige understood what his young master had said, or he 
may have drawn his conclusions from the unusual preparations. At 
any rate, when the family went to climb into the car, there was Bige, 
sitting in his place on the back seat. He wriggled so joyously when he 
saw them coming, that Daddy said he might go. 

Early as it was, they found the town filling rapidly with cars and 
wagons. It was hard to find a good parking space, but at last Father 
managed to edge in beside a big farm wagon. When Bige jumped 
from the running board a rangy hound got up from under the wagon. 
Bige ran toward him playfully. “Here, Bige!’’ cried David in alarm. 
“Come back! He might bite you.” But the big dog stood looking 
down at Bige in a friendly, if superior, manner. For a while they 
played in the shade of the wagon, Bige charging furiously, the hound 
waiting quietly until Bige threw himself on him, then with a gentle 
paw rolling Bige over in the road. 

David laughed at them until the family were almost lost to sight 


> 
| 


WEE WISDOM 37 


in the crowd. Then he called, “Come on, Bige, or we'll lose them,” 
and away they raced. 

How many feet there were, and what quantities of squeaky new 
shoes! But Bige had no trouble keeping David’s sturdy brown shoes 
in sight. 

Once a boy with a horn stooped suddenly and blew it at Bige, 
who shrank back toward David in bewilderment. He soon learned, 
however, that the noise was just a merry game, and barked excitedly 
at the blowing horns and whistles. David bought a balloon, and tied it 
to Bige’s short tail. He was a queer sight, trotting along with the balloon 
sailing above him, until the string became loosened and the balloon 
escaped. 

David shared his popcorn with Bige and offered him some pink 
lemonade from the palm of his hand. Bige enjoyed the popcorn, but 
the sweet pink drink did not appeal to him. He liked better the cool 
water from the well at home. 

When it was time for the games, David had to hold Bige to 
keep him from jumping around the contestants in the sack race and 
tripping them. David himself entered the dash, and Bige ran by his 
side. He was as proud as his master of the red ribbon which pro- 
claimed that David had won second place. 

After the races the boy and the dog were glad to sit on the lawn 
under the trees, where Mother was spreading the lunch. It was a good 
lunch, and after it had been disposed of, Bige stretched his fat little 
self in the shade and dozed. 

Once during the afternoon David missed Bige. Thinking that 
he might have returned to the car, David walked in that direction. 
There, under the big wagon which stood next to the car, was Bige, 
playing in a lazy, contented way with his friend, the hound. 

About 5 o’clock, the airplanes began circling over the grounds. 
They dipped and slid, turned and darted around the Goddess of 
Liberty on the courthouse, in the most breath-taking way. Suddenly 
one plane flew low and dropped a package right above the center of 
the lawn. A tall farmer saw it coming his way, and held up his hands 
to catch it. He succeeded, but the sack broke as he caught it, and 
flour came showering all over him. He looked like a gaunt snowman, 
a strange sight at a July picnic. 

While the crowd was laughing, David heard a sneeze, and, look- 
ing down, saw what looked like a white poodle at his feet. Bige, 
as usual, had wanted to be in the midst of the activity, and he had 
received a generous share of the downpouring flour. It was in his nose 
and his eyes, and he was pawing and sneezing in the funniest way. 
Some one picked him up and set him on the band platform, where every 
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one could see him, and the courthouse almost rocked with the merriment 
of the crowd. Over and over he rolled, trying to rid himself of the 
flour. He would sneeze, rub his eyes, and shake flour in every direc- 
tion. He succeeded in shaking most of it off his coat, and when David 
brought him some water in a coffee can, he felt better. He seemed 
to know, however, that the airplanes had been responsible for his hu- 
miliation. Every time he caught sight of one circling above him, he 
barked his disapproval. 

After dark, the people grouped themselves on the grass to watch 
the fireworks. As the first rocket was sent hissing into the air, Bige 
crept trembling to David. His little master took him in his arms and 
held him close. He caressed him, and spoke soothingly to him until 
Bige understood that these strange sights and noises were not going to 
hurt him. He became brave enough to bark, from the shelter of 
David's arms, at the showers of colored stars which broke overhead. 

While the band was playing the good night piece, David and 
his family started in the car toward home. Less and less clear came 
the music, until, as they crossed the old wooden bridge on the edge of 
town, it was lost to hearing. Bige and David curled up on the back 
seat and slept until Daddy stopped to open the big gate which led into 
the home lane. 
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For Dhe Little Sirtist®%) 


Pictures fdr Gdward Christman, 


cobpers 
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It is summer now and you will want cool white on the children. They are 
framed in greens and browns. Paint a landscape lightly, beginning with a blue 
sky; foliage and grass, green; tree, pathway, and porch, light brown. Paint 
the boy’s hair dull yellow; girl’s hair and slippers, black. Tint their arms and 
faces a healthy, ruddy, flesh color, mixed from red and yellow. The little 
girl is cutting out stars from white paper to paste on a field of blue paper. She 
has already cut out seven stripes from red paper, which she has pasted on a large 
sheet of white manila wrapping paper. Color seven stripes red; leave six of them 
white. Finish drawing stars on the little girl’s flag on the grass, and fill in care- 
fully with dark blue around them. 

By tracing the outline designs with carbon paper, boys and girls can make 
their own post cards, greeting cards, calendars, and pretty pictures for framing. 
Patterns can be repeated and used in numberless different color combinations. 
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WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOKS 


VOLUME |. Prince 
Happyhop, Bug-A- 
Boo-Bill, Bill-A- 
Boo-Bug, Bug-Bill- 
A-Boo, and other 
stars of Wee Wis- 
dom fame have their 
history retold in this 
first volume. A 
feast of pictures. 


VoLUME 2. Twenty- 
two poems, illus- 
trated by ninety-two 
colored pictures, 
make up this book, 
in which the chil- 
dren fairly revel 
with delight. 
Watch their eyes 
sparkle. 


VoLUME 3. Some of 
the attractive and 
unusual things that 
this little companion 
volume brings with 
it: Twenty poems, 
illustrated by nine- 
ty-two colored pic- 
tures. A wealth of 
fun and beauty! 


The meaning of the poems is made very clear to you by the 
pictures. All these poems have just the swing and jingle that you 
children like so well. You can sing them right off, after a reading 
or two. You will also find some stories in these books. Isn’t the 
cover picture cute ? $1.50 each 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JUNE WEE WISDOM 


Names of leaves shown in June Wee Wisdom are: |, walnut; 
2, hickory; 3, cottonwood; 4, birch; 5, beech; 6, oak; 7, sycamore; 
8, maple. 
Enigma— 
Early to bed, and early to rise, 
Make a man healthy, wealthy, and wise. 
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KITTY BLACK FINDS A SNAKE 


Kitty Black brought in a little green 
snake, and laid it down on the kitchen 
floor. Then she called her babies to 
come and see what she had found. 

The kittens were sleeping in their bas- 
ket, but when Kitty Black called them, 
they jumped out and ran toward her, 
meowing. But when they saw the snake 


they all stopped, except Mix; he went up - 


to the snake and touched it with his paw, 
and then stepped back. 

The snake did not move. Buddy said 
that it felt strange in the house, because 
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its home was in the grass. He said that 
the snake might think that it was going 
to be hurt, so he picked it up and took it 
out into the orchard and put it down in 
the grass. 

I went with him. He let me carry 
the snake, part of the way. 

When we came back into the house, 
Kitty Black was in the basket with the 
kittens. 
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Mary de Witt 


Come, see the lambkins, snowy white. They race upon the 
I ise et golden beach, and so I ought to know! 
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The lambkins are so darling! They kiss my little toes, 

They toss me seaweed nosegays as they come up in rows. 

I’m sure they know me, every one; they slap my dimpled 
knees, 

Those saucy ocean lambkins that love so well to tease! 


The lambkins are a pretty lot. They play at hide and 


seek; 

They creep so slowly toward the land, and act so very 
meek; 

But soon a dash, and then a splash—they tumble all 
together, 


And you are drenched from top to toe in any kind of 
weather! 
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HARRIET PUTNAM 
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‘Tis breakfast, and the table's set, 


And all of us are there; 
And each child knows his porringer 
And little spoon and chair. 


And Father counts us then, and says: 
“We're all the house can hold; 


So many lambs with curly heads 
Of brown and red and gold.” 


The sun shines in, and makes a light 
On Mother's place and hair, 

And we are happy just because 
Each one of us is there. 
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BLANCHE 


Spit fire and noise 
corn and peanuts ; 
Gay girls and boys; 


Pop— 


guns and crackers 
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MORNING 


I'm free today 
To say the thing 


Which will most help 
And pleasure bring. 


I'm free as air 
For loving deeds. 
I'll plant them thick 
As garden seeds. 


I'm free tonight, 


Because all day 
I've willed to walk 
In wisdom's way. 
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